Dear Elisabeth, Charles and Robert , 5/7/83 

As you younger tellers of stories will learn, if you haven’t, nothing 
pleasesa a story teller more than having a story appreciated. 

Now it happens that the headline on your piece, 4 Father Goose Tale, 
reminds me of another story, an almost^happened story. 

During the days of my farming, one of the people who knew about me and our 
® scse •’P s a ak± 3 . 1 ed public relations man who specialised, in movies. Els name is 
Dave. When Dave got the job of publicizing the nfivie, ^Father Goose," he got the 
idea of having me and sons of ay geese travel arouhd promoting it. Because I was 
then liquidating the farm, I was interested. I don’t remember now why it did not 
come to pass, but I’m sure I’d have enjoyed it! 

I enclose the most recent report on the Barthlows leva Their Cat story. 

It seezas to moan that the Sarthlows won, T 

I don't know whether any mallard ducks visit you this time of the year, but 
perhaps a report on ours will interest you. 

Every year web have a pair and a spare gentleman. They take to our pond and 
we feed them there. Unfortunately, local dogs usually break up the nest. In the 
hope that they may nest closer to our home and we might chase the dogs, my wife has 
bear piaciig the feed closer and closer to our bone. This morning, when I was 
not home, the ducks got the idea and skipped the 100 or so feet to the house and 
promptly adopted our swimming pool, which is about 50 feet from the back door. 
And^th n they took off lor the- day* And instead of three, we now have seven, 
divided up more evenly - as of today, anyway. 



